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Author's Notes: 

The "love locks" phenomenon was a very popular thing starting in 2008, and was definitely huge by 2010, when 
this story is set. However, despite the romantic thought behind it, its very popularity made it become 
incredibly destructive. The railings of the Pont des Artes bridge, a medieval bridge over the Seine River, 
actually broke off the bridge due to the sheer weight of all the locks. Leaving a lock anywhere is considered 


vandalism now, and they will be removed as soon as they're found. 


| included them in this fic because it was something that was done back then. It SHOULD NOT be done now. 
DON'T DO IT. And if you feel you must do it, put your lock on a fence in your own backyard or some hidden 


corner of your own home, not out in a public place. 


"This is going to be the best trip ever," Nikki said as he and James joined the line to check in for their flight to 
Paris. "And Frankie-Jean's thrilled that your parents came to stay with her, since Donna's job got extended. | 
swear, | should just push for full custody. Worst comes to worst, we can hire a nanny and take her along 


whenever I'm on the road. She can do one of those homeschool online courses." 


"If you want to try for full custody, I'm all for it," James said with a quiet smile. "You know | love her like my 
own. I'd be perfectly happy having her around all the time." 


Nikki smiled and squeezed his partner's hand, knowing that James wasn't big on PDA, especially not in crowded 
places like the airport. "That means a lot to me, babe," he said softly. "But as much as | love her, I'm glad 
we're taking this trip alone. Paris in the spring, alone with the man | love, is just what the doctor ordered. 


Besides, we never did get to have a proper honeymoon, since | was just off tour when we had our handfasting." 


"And if you want, I'll kiss you at the top of the Eiffel Tower, crowds be damned," James said. Then he grinned 
and added, "As long as you promise not to try to stick your hand down my pants up there. | know how much 


you like taking risks, but." 


"Yeah, | get it," Nikki laughed. "| promise, | wouldn't do that to you. Pulling you into a broom closet backstage 
somewhere is one thing, but that's different from blatantly getting handsy in front of a mob of tourists." 


Blushing, James admitted, "I've liked it when you've pulled me into broom closets, you know. Yeah, | know I'm still 
kind of uptight about personal shit in public, but you've definitely made me more adventurous than | used to 
be. Lord knows that when we started dating, you wouldn't have got me skinny-dipping in our own pool, forget 
having sex on a poolside lounger." He took a deep breath, then leaned in and gave Nikki a quick kiss. 


Nikki beamed, knowing how rarely James would do something like that, then they reached the check-in counter 
and had to go through the usual rigamarole of showing IDs, checking bags, and then making the trek through 
the security line before making their way to their gate. Seasoned travelers, they settled into their business 
class seats and got as comfortable as possible for the II-hour flight. 


After their arrival and official entry into the country, they headed for the hotel they'd chosen, with a room 
on the top floor and facing the Eiffel Tower. James walked over and opened the slider to the balcony, stepping 


out to gaze out over the cityscape. 
"Gorgeous view, isn't it, babe?" Nikki asked, sliding his arm around James with a smile. 


"Doesn't hold a candle to you," James said, smiling in return. He turned to kiss his partner softly. "So, what did 


you want to do Today?" 


"You promised me a kiss at the top of the Eiffel Tower," Nikki said. "So, | wanna go there first thing. Then we 
can just explore? | mean, we both got to see stuff like the Louvre and Notre Dame when we've been here in 
the past, but this is our first time here together. So, | wanna do cheesy romantic shit with you. Stupid, huh?" 


James blushed. "Not stupid at all," he said softly. "And | love the idea of just wandering through the streets 


together, checking out all the little shops and cafes and all. Maybe we can place a love lock somewhere?” 


"A love lock? What's that?" Nikki wanted to know. 


"Oh, its this thing that I've heard of, where people engrave their names and maybe the date on a padlock and 
then lock it somewhere - the idea is that as long as the lock remains in place, so will their love remain in 
place," James explained. "The Pont des Artes bridge is super popular here in Paris, although I'd rather put a 
lock somewhere more hidden, you know? Because it wouldn't surprise me if a fan spotted our lock on the 


bridge and cut it off to take home with them." 


Nikki chuckled warmly. "Yeah, | get that. And let me guess, you have a lock with you? | shouldn't be surprised, 


given that you were romantic enough to propose with a floral message." 
"Yeah, | brought a lock," James admitted. "| put our names and our handfasting date on it." Stepping back into 
the room, he dug in the inner pocket of his big suitcase and pulled out a sturdy brass padlock to show his 


partner. 


"You're the best, babe," Nikki murmured, taking the padlock and brushing his thumb over their engraved 


names. "Any idea where to put it?" 

"No, but I'm sure we'll find the right place for us," James said. "Ready to go, then?" 

"Yeah," Nikki said, giving the padlock back to James and stealing a kiss. "Let's go explore the City of Love!" 
They took a taxi to the Eiffel Tower, paid their admission, and got into an elevator to the top. James started 
to take Nikki's hand, then changed his mind and slid his arm around his partner instead. "The view from up 
here is amazing," he said softly. 

"You're amazing," Nikki said, wrapping his arm around James with a smile. 


"| love you," James said softly. He leaned in and captured Nikki's lips in a slow, burning kiss. 


Nikki melted into that kiss with a soft purr, his free hand going up to caress his partner's cheek. When they 
broke the kiss to breathe, he murmured, "I love you, too." 


James tucked a stray wisp of hair behind Nikki's ear. "So, was my promise kept to your satisfaction, or do you 
need another?" he asked with a smile. 


"As much as I'd like another, babe, if you kiss me like that again, | won't be able to keep my promise of not 
finding a hidden corner so | could shove my hand down your pants," Nikki chuckled warmly. "Let's go take some 
pictures, then go exploring. We can find some little local restaurant and order blindly from the menu. Unless 
it's printed in English, of course." 


"Nous n'aurons pas à commander à l'aveuglette, mon amour. Je parle un peu francais," James said with a grin. 


"Oh, fuck you, babe, you're making me look bad," Nikki laughed. "What did you say, anyway?" 


"We won't have to order blindly, love. | speak a little French," James translated with a laugh of his own. 
"Well, good, at least | won't end up with something completely unrecognizable on my plate," Nikki grinned. 


James laughed again and gave Nikki a light peck on the lips before pulling his camera out. Nikki took out his own 
camera and the two men walked around the viewing platform, taking pictures of the scenery below. 


Afterwards, they took the elevator back down to the street and decided to walk in the direction of their hotel, 


going down a side street away from the main roads that most tourists stayed on 


They stopped at a tiny restaurant with several tables out on the sidewalk and decided to have dinner there 
once James checked that they didn't need a reservation. Wanting to keep it relatively simple, Nikki chose a 
Moroccan lamb sausage on a baguette with Dijon mustard, fennel, and peppers, while James went with a 


croque-monsieur, both of which came with side salads and fries. 


After eating, they strolled back to the hotel in the deepening twilight, holding hands as they walked through a 
small park with a gazebo and several benches scattered around. James paused at the gazebo, looking it over 


carefully and smiling. 


"We're gonna leave our love lock here," he said. "Look, thats a metal lattice behind the shrubbery, probably to 
keep critters from living under the gazebo, but this is the perfect place to leave it. H's mostly hidden, 
definitely out of the way, and not likely to be disturbed anytime soon" 


"Are we supposed to do anything special?" Nikki asked. "Dr do we just leave it?" 


"You know, | never did figure that part out," James chuckled. "| think every couple just does whatever they 
think is right” He pulled out the lock and unlocked it, then kissed the engraving of their names. 


Nikki pulled his hand over and also kissed their names. Keeping his hand on the lock, he and James hooked the 
shank over a bar of the metal lattice and locked it again. James tucked the key into his pocket, they smiled at 


one another, then their lips met in a soft, tender kiss. 


Back at the hotel, James slipped the lube from his toiletry kit into his pocket, turned off the lights, then 
opened the slider to the balcony. Stepping outside, he looked around carefully, then called to his partner, "Nikki, 


come out here for a minute." 
"Whatcha need, babe?" a shirtless Nikki asked as he stepped out onto the balcony. 


"| wanna see you under the stars and the lights of Paris,’ James said softly, pulling Nikki close. "I wanna take 


you to heaven tonight" With that, he leaned in and kissed Nikki deeply. 


"Babe, what..?" Nikki started to ask before James shut him up with a kiss. He purred, molding himself against 
James, who responded by grabbing his ass with both hands. 


"| want you," James said softly. "We're high up enough | don't think we can be seen from the street, and no 


one's in the rooms to either side of us." 
"Are you.. you are, aren't you?" Nikki breathed. "How do you even know that no one's next door to us?” 


"| asked at the desk, duh," James said. "Told ‘em we're on our honeymoon and don't wanna risk disturbing 


anyone." He took a deep breath and palmed the rapidly growing bulge in Nikki's jeans. 


"You... you planned this, didn't you?" Nikki asked, then moaned softly at the feel of his partner's hand on his 


groin "| love you so fucking much, James Michael!" 


"As | love you, Nikki Sixx," James murmured. He leaned in for another kiss, slipping his hand inside Nikki's jeans 
and giving him a few strokes before shoving the jeans down. The hotel was far enough from the center of 
Paris that a few stars shone overhead, while a dim glow from the streetlamps bathed them in soft gold from 


below. "You are so fucking beautiful," he said as he removed his own shirt and tossed it into the room. 
"James..." Nikki protested softly, blushing, "I'm nothing special.” 


"Oh, you are," James purred. He leaned in to kiss and nuzzle Nikki's neck. "Just think, I'm gonna fuck you in front 
of this huge city.. anyone could look up and catch a glimpse of us.." He continued stroking Nikki's cock as he 
spoke. 


Nikki moaned, his cock throbbing in visceral reaction to his lover's words. "God, James... just the thought of it... 


need you inside me..." 


"Hellyeah," James breathed, fishing the lube from his pocket before removing his jeans, then coating his 


fingers. "Brace on the railing," he said. 


"Oh yeah," Nikki purred, kicking his jeans away and taking a wide-legged stance, bent forward and leaning on the 


balcony's railing. 


James focused on Nikki to forget the slim-but-there chance that someone could see them if they looked up at 
just the right angle or using binoculars or something. Running a hand down his partner's back, he caressed the 
firm globes of his ass before slipping a lubed finger into his tight passage. "You're so fucking hot, Nikki" he 
purred. "Love you so much.." 


"Love you too, babe," Nikki moaned. "Oh... fuck.. right there.." He thrust back on his partner's finger as James 


caressed his sweet spot. "More..." 


Leaning forward, James closed his eyes so he wouldn't risk freaking himself out by catching a glimpse of the 
populated street as he kissed across Nikki's shoulders and the back of his neck while adding a second finger. "So 


hot and tight," he murmured, nuzzling his partner's ear. "You like this, yeah? Being outside with my fingers up 
your ass like the first time you seduced me by our pool?” 


‘It's... fuck.. even better," Nikki panted out between soft moans. "Need you..." 


"God, Nikki.. can't believe I'm doing this.. feels so good, though.." James purred. He withdrew his fingers and 
slowly sank his cock into his lover's tight heat. He reached around to smear the pre-cum leaking from the 
head of Nikki's cock as he caressed the throbbing length of flesh. His other hand traced its way up Nikki's 
torso to tease and pinch lightly at his nipples as he started a slow, deep thrusting. "This is hotter than when | 


bent you over the tub and fucked you when we were house-hunting.' 


"James... holy fuck." Nikki gasped. His back arched as he thrust back hard, reaching back with one hand to 
caress his lover's hip and ass, while his other hand gripped the railing tightly. 


James moaned, feeling his climax building as the walls of Nikki's passage encased his cock in tight heat with 
each thrust. The sounds of traffic and occasional snatches of conversations drifted up from the street below 
as he increased the pace of his thrusts and his stroking. "You exhibitionist, getting off on knowing half of Paris 
might be watching you get fucked," he purred, feeling the throbbing in Nikki's cock and knowing he was close. 
"You like the idea of shooting your load all over the balcony?" 


"Oh God, James..." Nikki writhed in his lover's embrace, trembling. "So close.. come with me, baby..' 


"Do it," James breathed as he slammed into Nikki's passage a final time, spilling deep within his tight heat. 
"Nikki!" 


"James!" Nikki moaned, arching back hard as he erupted, then sagged back against his partner. 


James sank down to the wooden decking of the balcony with Nikki in his lap, turning to lean against the railing. 
As he did, they heard a shouted, "Merde! Putain!" from almost directly below. 


James cautiously leaned to peek downwards, wondering what had happened. His eyes widened and he pulled back 


with a muffled, "Oh, shit!" 
"What?" Nikki asked, reaching for the t-shirt James discarded earlier to mop the two of them up. 


"Uh, you know the ZZ Top song Pearl Necklace?" James asked as they both grabbed their jeans and made their 


way into the room. He shut the slider as soon as they were inside. 
"Yeah," Nikki answered, looking puzzled. "What's that got to do with anything?" 
James broke into giggles. "I think you just gave someone a pearl tiara” 


Nikki blinked, then cracked up laughing. 


